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"Sorry guys, not tonight. lim heading home." 


The other Eagles had invited him to stay for the 3E party, as they always did. 


But tonight had been the last night of the tour, and Randy Meisner was exhausted. For now, he was at his 


home in LA; tomorrow, he'd be on a plane back to Nebraska to see his wife and kids. 

He missed them so much. Too many nights, he'd buried his face in a pillow in some hotel bed so no one would 
hear him cry--and nothing could soothe the ache in his heart. Not the booze, not the drugs, certainly not the 
groupies who partied with the band every night. 


More times than he cared to admit, Randy had taken whatever comfort he could from the women at the 


parties. When they kissed and held and touched him, it was too easy to close his eyes, imagine his wife in their 
place, and forget the loneliness for a while. 


But only for a while. 


The bright lights of the stage and the parties had faded, and the hours remaining between him and his family 


seemed an eternity of blue. 


He wiped a tear from his eye. A thought had just come to him, a possible line for a song. 


